How can your slave, fair Grecian, Spaniard fair
(for Spain disputes your loveliness with Greece)
in all the world find anything to please
save where your eyes or lips enchant the air?
Your face consumes my heart with love's despair
as with a burning-glass, till I release
my soul to find in abnegation peace
to yours surrendered, and imprisoned there.
But when upon your conquering brow I ponder,
your starry beauties innumerable shine
as in the sky the sisterhood of heaven,
O to be Argus with all his eyes to wonder
on splendours that mislead these two of mine,
that fail in turn, where both in turn have striven.